CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
A Toast with Prince Andrew of Greece

WE left the American Consulate firmly convinced
that this time at any rate our departure from France
was imminent. We called at the American Express Com-
pany, and though we found it by no means an easy matter
we contrived to secure a certain amount of dollar currency
to help us on the journey across Spain. Afterwards we
lunched with Woolrych, my Nice lawyer, and lunched
exceedingly well. Eating and drinking had by this time
attained almost a new significance, and a restaurant meal
at the Ruhl Grill Room with practically no restrictions
awakened all our latent instincts of greed. In the after-
noon I gave my last instructions to my friend Woolrych
in his private office, handed over to him the money to
carry them out, gave him further instructions as to how to
act in case of crisis and supplied him with the necessary
means for looking after the Domaine during my absence.
In the evening we returned to Notre Dame, paid over our
five hundred francs for the hire of the taxi and settled our-
selves down to another melancholy period of waiting.
We were only allowed to take on the journey exactly what
we could carry ourselves, and as the whole collection
included such oddments as my despatch-box, which was
pretty heavy, my wife's dressing-case, which shared the
same fault, with all the rugs, and small luncheon basket,
we had little enough space for the bare necessities of the
voyage. We looked out the articles themselves, but,
fortunately, delayed packing them for the moment* Then
we went through the rooms and selected a few treasures,
added a few clothes, a few books, my Chinese Buddha,
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